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*A letter which a Dane has sent you. ... It seems
that your friend, Brandes . . .'

* The dirty dog ! What has he done now ? 9 (I read
the letter?) * Nothing could surprise me about that fellow/

The morning passes. Afternoon comes. All day I
hear the hum of the hive where the fate of nations is at
stake. The great machine for making war is in action.
What about the Italians ? Herscher declares: c They
are getting themselves together and establishing a front/
What about Russia? She has collapsed. The Ukraine
and the Caucasus are pulling apart. The English ? They
are fighting around Saint Quentin and Cambrai. . . . Our
troops ? The traitors ? Alby reports : c No. 34 has met
No. 122 at Geneva/ . . .

The soldiers melt away, giving place to the civilians.
. . . Here's Klotz : How does the Loan stand ? Boret:3
And the wheat? Bread? Milk? Nail . . . Malvy? . . .
Ignace . . . Vincennes ?2

Delysia ! Delysia ! The journey to London. A voice
whispers to me: delve in your memory for that beautiful
girl ... it was in ...
In March, 1918, we left Paris on Wednesday the i3th
via the Gare du Nord. At Calais there was a cold drizzle.
We went aboard an old boat called the Pas-de-Calats whose
captain seemed quite indifferent to the possibility of being
torpedoed. ' A Boche submarine ? Oh ! Do you think
so ? It would surprise me/
The voyage was pleasantly sad. A fairly strong sea,
greenish-yellow in colour, a cold, biting wind; and, once
we were out in the open sea, a mist. We went on, rolling
and pitching. Even the least timid amongst us looked
1  Minister for Agriculture and Food.
2  It was at Vincennes that traitors and spies \rere shot-